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W ITH cruel, unrelenting persistency, the "Angel

of Death" had visited and revisited the

happy home of the Carr family, snatching

with cold determined hand the loved ones

and casting a shroud of sorrow over the little

circle. A few years ago the kind-hearted father, a

tall, hearty man, had found his eternal reward, and now
only a few bitter weeks had elapsed since the cheery,

patient mother had breathed her last. With such force

had the blow struck the affectionate children that they

were only now recovering from its effects, only now
they realized their fate, for the sharp pangs of such

sorrow could not easily be healed. Sensible Miriam and

business-like William assumed the responsibility of the

home, the care and maintenance of the younger ones,

with exemplary submission. So the little family lived

on, in perfect union and harmony. The bright, flowery

spring with its numerous distractions had vanished and

the summer followed in its wake, with days long and

hot, days when a roving spirit seeks freedom, far from

the maddening crowds.

The strain of the dull, melancholy months had lain

heavily upon the vivacious spirit of Harold, who for all

his eighteen years still enjoyed the happiness and pranks

of boyhood. He was a bright,, healthy youth who loved

his dear ones at home, but who could not resist the

desire that was rising within him and which would one

day sever his home ties. Like many of his friends he

indulged in reading. He delved to the very depths of

"boy-book" lore; books of adventure where the hero

always accomplishes feats impossible ; books about roving

youths; but, above all, wild, enticing books that tell of

free life in the beautiful west with its wide plains, its

ranches, and far distant snow capped miountains, rising

like crowned monarchs over the hot plains. They told

of mountain gorges and deep ravines, everything that

excites the imagination. Slowly but surely this material

worked like poison upon the once satisfied boy. Oh

!

he must do something—go somewhere—anywhere—just

to leave the quiet, dull town. "But Miriam will never

consent to it for—0. pshaw—girls are so afraid and

scary, and Will is worse yet, just because he is older

than Miriam and thinks\he owns the place! So there's

no use asking anybody and having my fun spoiled. I '11

just tell—no I won't either, not even Agnes."

Early morning arrived. The Carr household was all

astir, for Harold, who had not returned last night, was

nowhere to be found. His room was unoccupied and

undisturbed. "Perhaps he stayed at Finn's over night

and will go to the office from there," they conjured

among themselves. But with evening there camie no

relief. No word and, worst of all, no one knew. Days

of trouble and worry followed, until a week later a letter

arrived bearing the news that he was safe and on his

flight to the west. The anxious brothers and sisters

were relieved to know that he was saf^, but how long

would he remain so in a wild, treacherous western

town?

When the wanderer arrived at the small station in

southern Colorado, it was a strange sight that greeted

him-—a quiet town, smaller and less lively than the

one he had left ; small stores faced the main street which

was little more than a country road; ranchers and care-

less men lounged about in noisy groups, their costumes

strange, their long pistols glistening in the noon-day

sun. Harold stood aghast as he listened to the curses

and foul language uttered by harsh voices; he was be-

wildered at the strangeness of the whole place.

He could not turn back now, for they would all

laugh at him, he thought. Finally a young boy of his

own age sauntered up to him and soon Avon his confi-

dence.

"Come on 'long, it's great out here, no time ter git

home-sick," confided the new acquaintance.

For a few weeks the new life appealed to his wild

nature and he was content, but the lad was as helpless

among such men as a child among lions. He could not

withstand their taunts and jeers, their ridicule and

influence. Rapidly he was lured into their gambling

dens and soon the fascination of the game crept upon

him. At first he had the usual beginner's luck so that his

partners grinned and winked knowingly at one another

:

"That's it, sonny. You'll sure soon be rich, by heck."

As days went on he was always found with these com-

panions, but now his first luck had failed too often.

Lately the money which he had borrowed under the

guise of necessity had dwindled down and now he was

playing to win some back, to try to replenish the empty

purse. "I know luck will come my may," he confided

to the gang, and the cunning smile once more overspread

their grim and hardened faces. Luck surely favored

him for a while, but the wine god revelled higli one night

and the lad was forced to take' one sip and then another

of the sparkling liquid, until his hand trembled, his wit

became unsteady and the last cent was paid in the

bargain.

Dazed, he struggled to his lowly bed, not the soft,

immaculate one, but now a low pallet. As the hot night

wore on the troubled boy tossed in feverish sleep, con-

stantly, restlessly, muttering inarticulate sentences

about the game, the cheating, the stolen money. All

scenes were renewed in those few terrible hours.

Towards dawn a cool breeze swept the plains, a

blessed breeze that entered the low room, cooling the hot

brow, bringing to the weary, peaceful rest and quiet

sleep—yes, sleep, that gentle, happy state of uncon-

sciousness which brings back former liappenings, which

transports one to the lands unseen, where beautiful


